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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

A SOLDIER POET 

Le Prisonnier des Mondes, par Jean Le Roy. Societe 

d' fiditions Mansi et Cie., Paris. 

Amid the masses of to-day's poetry of detail heaped high 
on every editorial desk, from an ode to an egg-shell found in 
an alley, to reflections upon suspenders hanging in a shop 
window, it is at least a change to come upon Le Prisonnier 
des Mondes, by Jean Le Roy, one of the younger French 
poets and a soldier who took part in the great offensive in 
Champagne. This poet signals to us from high places. His 
themes are the elements, which possess him, whirl him about, 
till hk is occasionally in danger of losing his balance. True, 
he may write about a tramway ; but he is less concerned with 
the tramway than with what he sees from it — fleeting houses, 
landscapes. He likes to write of the open, with its sounds 
and sights, and does not tire of looking at life, which builds 
of cells wonderful animate structures. He handles cosmic 
laws vastly and impersonally. Must these great facts be 
always related to the human, the personal, in poetry? I think 
not. Poems of nature, when they are warmed by the human 
appeal, are perhaps those most lingered over; yet it is good 
to feel the wide coldness of the elemental forces. Not that 
Le Roy's work is heedless of the human pulse; but he sees 
in the heart of a man the heart of all creation. 

Instant de Clarte, the opening poem in the little paper- 
bound book, whose titles, all told, number only eight, is in- 
teresting from a wide point of view: 
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A Soldier Poet 

Je sens, comme un fantorae, 
Derriere moi, 
Un homme 
Plus grand que moi 
Et qui pese sur mes epaules ; 
Et puis derriere, un autre; 
Et puis, derriere celui-la 
D'autres hommes echelonnes; 

Et puis, toujours plus grands, des geants en sommeil 
Qui de moins en moins eclaires 
Par le soleil, 
Se reculent dans I'ombre: 
Mes ancetres depuis las premiers temps du monde. 

This will make you want to go on. The poet sees, now 
before him, others, small at first, then smaller, dwindling to 
smaller still, and others, ever others, who are his son and 
his son's sons. They fall asleep in the past or plunge into 
the future, till at last there is but one existing conscious being 
— himself. As in the foregoing quotation, throughout his 
poems Le Roy uses rhyme. 

Danse des Globes is beautiful with sounding language, 
though it may contain a few misapplied pictures. We like to 
accept this invitation at the outset: "Let us ascend into the 
oak-trees, the oak-trees, balmy as houses, by the twisted stair- 
way of branches; let us ascend in the whiteness of evening, 
let us gather on the flat roofs of evening, as gathered the 
herds of Chaldea." And behold, we find ourselves amid the 
rolling and crackling of worlds: 

Et nous, ainsi que des patres de la Chaldee, 
Nous regardons danser, nous ecoutons la danse 
Des globes. 

La pluie des globes autour de la terre, 
Fille endormie qui reve parmi I'azur, 
En tremblant, d'une folle chute! 
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Le Roy has written poems not contained in this volume. 
I have seen some of his trench poems, and they all reflect the 
strength and sincerity of one who really knows. In La Chair 
et I'Acier, which was printed in the New Republic for June 
10, 1916, the poet draws a striking contrast. He describes 
the days when a young man felt pleasure and pride in his 
muscles, as he trod the smooth pavements of Paris, or swam 
in pleasant waters, not yet conscious of the frailty of his own 
body ; and then he pictures the days of a bombardment. Now 
at last he apprehends flesh, flesh that could once shiver lux- 
uriously at a beautiful strain of music, or thrill with delight 
at some dear memory. He describes with the bold truth of 
an artist in words the pitiless steel as it cuts with monstrous 
ease into lithe, white, adolescent flesh: 

Jeunes corps confiants jadis 
Sur le bitume de Paris. 

But even lovelier is this poem, which we quote entire, as it 

will be new to our readers, having been printed only in an 

extremely limited edition of a rough little trench paper: 

PRINTEMPS 

Des petales jeunes, freles, lisses, 
Pleuvent sur un coin d'ombre du tennis. 
Dans une allee, les jeunes fiUes ont oublie 
Leurs chapeaux de jardin. 

Vous nous genez, les fusains, 
Nous qui jouons au croquet, 
Vetus de bleu, soldats fran?ais. 

Dans ce printemps tres clair oii le canon s'entend, 
Nous sommes la, dans ce printemps, 
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Jouant ensemble 

(Et I'azur tremble), 

Nous sommes la, jouant ensemble, 

L'eraploye du Credit Lyonnais, 

Le tourneur et le professeur, 

Le carreleur 

Le mecano et le typo, 

Les deux petits merlans 

Et moi aussi, dans ce printemps. 

Les minutes pleuvent lentement 
Comme les jeunes petales blancs, 
Comme les bombes a I'horizon. 

Et c'est ainsi que va le temps 
Plus precieux que les autres temps, 
Celui qu'il faudrait arreter 
Pour I'ecouter et pour le voir passer de pres, 
Non parce qu'un coeur a jamais 
Pleurera sa fuite 

Comme en son vieux pare Olympio 
Ou Lamartine au bord de I'eau, 

Mais parce qu'au bruit lointain des obus qui se cassent, 
Ardente, ttonnante, rapide, 
L'histoire du monde se passe. 

Jean Le Roy's work shows us what fine flowers are lifting 

their loveliness to the scythe of war. A. F. 

A STACCATO POET 

Mushrooms: a Book of Free Forms, by Alfred Kreymborg. 

John Marshall Co., Ltd., New York. 

An insinuating, meddlesome, quizzical, inquiring spirit ; 
sometimes a clown, oftener a wit, now and then a lyric poet — 
such is the author of this book. He trips about cheerfully 
among life's little incongruities; laughs at you and me and 
progress and prejudice and dreams; says "I told you so!" 
with an air, as if after a double somersault in the circus ring ; 
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